DESPATCHING  MANA^

the island, the wind had shifted, and she had run round to the
other. She was on the north coast when we managed to catch
her, and to get back to Mataveri necessitated retracing our steps,
as will be seen from the map, over the high central ground of the
island, and down on the other side ; the track was rough, and
the ride would ordinarily take from two to three hours. It was
4 p.m. before all work was done on board, the good-byes said,
and we were put on shore; the sandy cove, the horses and men,
with Mana in the offing, formed a delightful picture in the
evening light, but there the charms of the situation ended.
There was only one pack-horse, and a formidable body of last
collections sat looking at us in a pile on the grass. In addition
we had not, in the general pressure, sufficiently taken into
account that we were bringing off the engineer, now to be turned
into photographer; there he was, and hot he alone but his goods
and bedding. The sun set at five o'clock, and it would be dark
at half-past five; it seemed hopeless to get back that night.

A neighbouring cave was first investigated as a possible
abiding-place, but proved full of undesirable inhabitants, so
everyone set to work and the amount stowed on that wretched
pack-horse was wonderful. Then each attendant was slung
round with some remaining object, S,- took the additional
member on his pony, and off we set, Before we got to the
highest point all daylight- had gone, and there was only just
enough starlight to keep to the narrow track by each man follow-
ing a dim vision of the one immediately in front. * My own beast
had been chosen as " so safe " that it was most difficult to keep
him up with the others, let alone on his four legs. The pack-
horse, too, began pointing out that he was not enjoying- the
journey; the load was readjusted more than once, but when we
were on the down grade again he came to a full stop and we all
dismounted. There in the creepy darkness we had a most
weird picnic; not far off was a burial-place, with a row of fallen
statues, while the only light save that of the stars was the striking
of an occasional match, S. produced a tin of meat, which he
had brought from the yacht, and which was mosf acceptable, as
ie andr Z had fed no substantial food, save a divided tin of
sardines, since breakfast at, 7 o'clock. H[e shared it out
between the party amid cries from our retainers of " Good food,
good Pappa/' for we were, as in East Africa, known as " Pap*
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